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Enter 

Pen youtEarcs ;For which of you will flop 
The vent of Heanng^when loud Rumor fpeakes? 
I, from the Orient, to the drooping Well 
(Making the winds my Pott boric) ft ill vnfold 
The A&s comment eJ on this Ball of Earth, 

; Vpon my Tongue, continuall Slanders ride-, 

;Thc which, ineuery language I pr on ounce* 

Stuffing the Hares of them with falfe Reports: 

I fpcalte of Peace, w hile coucrt Enmitic 
(Vnder the fcnile ofS afety)wounds the VVorld ; 

AnJ who but Rt<mottr y who but oncly I 
; Make fear full Mullers* and prepar'd Defence, 

Whifft the bigge yeare, fwolne with fomeother griefes^ 
Is thought with childe, by the fterne Tyrant, Warre, 
And no fuch matter? Rumour 5 is a Pipe 
Blowne by Sunnites, Icloufies, Conieihirts; 

And of fo eafic* and f h phine a flop* 

That the blunt Monller* with vneoanted heads, 

The £bll difeordant, waucring Multitude, 

Can play vpcm it. But what ncedc I thus 
My well.kno wne Body to Anathomizc 
Among my houfbold ? Why is jfwtf^rheerc? 

I run before King Harries victory, 

Who in a bloodie field by SHrewsbtirie 

Hath beaten downeyong Hotjpurrt^ nd hisTroopes* 

Quenching the flame of bold Rebellion* 

Euen wrib the Rebels blood* But what mcane I 
To fpeake fo true at firtf ?My Office is 
To noyfc abroad, chut Harry \JMonmmth fell 
Vnder the Wrath of Noble Hotjpttrres Sword; 

And that the King, before the Ttcfoglaa Rage 
Stoop'd his Anaointed head, as low as death- 
This haue I rumour'd through the peafant-Towncs* 
Bctweene the Royall Field ofShrewsburjCj 
And this Wormc-eatcn^Holeofraggcd Stone, 

Where Htitffmres Father, old Northumberland, 

Lyes crafty ficke, The Pofics come tyring on. 

And not a man of them brings other newes 
Then they haue learn’d of Me, From Rumours Tongues* 
They bring fmoothXomibns-falfe* woife then Tfue- 
* Exit. 


Scena Secunda, 


wrongs. 


Snter Lord Bardolfe, and she Porter, 

L.Bar. Whokeepesthe Gate heere ho«? 
Where is the Earle? 

Por. What (hall I fay you are? 

Bar. Tell thou the Earle 
That the Lord Bardolfe doth attend him heere 
Per, His Lordfhip is walk'd forth into the Orchard 
Plea re it your Honor, knocke but at the Gate 1 

And he himfelfc will anfwer. * 

Enter Northumberland, 

LfBar. Heere comes the Earle. 
c ,*&\ Wharnewes -Tord Bardolfe} Eu’ry minute non 
Snouid be the Father offome Stratagem; 

The Times are wilde .-Contention (fikeaHorfe 
Full of high Feeding) madly hath broke loofe, 

And bcarcs downc all before him, 

L.Bar. Noble Earle, 

I bring you certaine newes from Shrewsbury 
Nor. Good,and heauen will. 

L.Bar. As good as heart can wifh: 

ThcKingts almoft wounded to the death; 

And in the Fortune of my Lord your Sonne, 

Prince Harm flaine out-right: and both the Blunts, 
Kill d by the hand of Dowglas, Yong Prince hh», 
And Weftmcriand, and Stafford.fled the Field, 

And Harr it Monmouth’s Bra wne (the Hulke Sit John) 

Is prifoner to your Sonne, O/uch a Day, 

(So fought, fo follow’d, and fo fairely wonne) 

Came not, till now, to dignific the Times 
Since Cafars Fortunes. 

Nor. How is this dertu’d? 

Sa w you the Field? Came you from Shrewsbury ? 

L.Bar.\ fpake with one (my L.)thatcstnc frothomt, 
A Gentleman well bred.and of good name, 

That freely render’d me thefc newes for true, 

Ner. Heere comes my Seruant Trvjiwrj,whom I fwt 
OnTuefday loft, to lifted after Newes, 

Enter Traders. 

L.'Bar. My Lord,I ouer-iod him on the way, 

And he is furnifli’d with no certainties, 

More then he (haply)may retail c from me. 

ATer.Now Tracers, what good tidings comes fro yotf 

fn. 


The fecond Tart of,Rmg Henry the Fourth . 


" —Led Sir hh» Vmfienifl wn d me backs 
r S 0 yfull tydings; and (being better hors'd) 

' 1 /(jie. After him, came (purring head 
fXwienian (alrooft fore-fpent with Ipecd) 

. l mc to breath his bloodied horfe. 

,b *53S* ci* 8 " : And of ' l,i '" 

^*Mei»and-what Newes from Shrewsbury : 

I<ilJ ](Jmc that Rebellion had ill lucke, 

? C !S?hat Percies, Spurre was cold. 

.hJihc gaue his able Horle the head, 
jfndbw^iPS forward* ftrookc his able bectes 

J to the Rowell head, and flatting fo, 

Sftem'i in inning, to deuoure the way, 

caving nolongerqueftion. 

H.?Againe, . 

c .;,ihe vongi/amePw^wsputrewas cold ? 

0 tV-^’ coId ' s P urrcf 5 that Rcbel£ion J 

° My Lord : lie tell you what, 

If mV yaflgT°rd your Sonne^hauenoc the 
ypotimine Honor, for a filken point 
llegiuemy Barony. Neuer talke of it. 
jftr.Why (hould the Gentleman that rode by Traders 

Giae then fucb inftances of Loffe j* 

L.Bar. Who,he? • • : 

He was fome hielding Fellow, that had ftolhe 

The Horfe he rode-on ; and.vpon my life 

Spcake ataduenture, Looke,herc comes more Newes, 
Enter t Morton, 

Her. Ye#) this mans brow, like to a Title-leafe,- 
Eow-telsthcNatureofaTragicke Volume: 

Soiookes the Strond, when the Imperious Flood 1 
Hath left a witneft Vfurpation. 

Say Morton, eid’ft thou come from Shrewsbury ?» 

,Mor. Iran from Shrewsbury (my Noble Lord) 

Where hateful! death put on his vglicftMaskc ", '< 
Tofright our paTty. 

North. How dot h my Sonne,and Brother? 
Tltoutrembl’ft; and the whitenefle in thy Chcckc 
It apter then thy Tongue, to tell thy Errand. 

Eiicn fuch a man, fo faint,fo fpiritlcfte, 

Sodull, fo dead in looke,fo woe-be-gone, ' 

Drew Prisms Curtainc,in the dead of night. 

And would-haue told him, Halfe his Troy was turn’d. 

But Priam found the Fireiere he his Tongue: 

And I, my Percies death, ere thou report’d it. 

This, thou would’ftfay: Your Sonne did rhus,3nd thus : 
Your Brother, thus. Sp fought the Noble Dowglas t 
Stopping my greedy cave,with their bold deeds. 

Butin the end (to flop mine Earc indeed) 

Thou haft a Sigh, to blow away this Praife, 

Ending with Brother,;Sonne,and all are dead. 

Mor. c Dowglas \i liuing,and your Brother,yet; 

But for my Lord, your Sonne. 

North, Why.he is dead. 

See what a ready tongue Suspicion hath : 

Hetbt hut feares the thing,he would not know, 

Hithby InfliniTjknowledge from others Eyes, 

1 h« what he feard, is chanc’d. Yet fpeake(JW«-#o») 
lell thou thy Eatle.his Diuination Lies, 

And I will take it, as a fwcct Difgtace, 

And make thee rich, for doing me fuch wrong. 

Mor. You are too great, to be (by me) gainfaid: 


Your Spirit i$ too true, your Feares too certaine. 

North. Yet for all this,fay not that Percies dead. 

I fee a ftrange Confcffion in chine Eye ; 

Thou ftiak’ft thy head, and hold’ft it Fearc, or Sinne, 

To fpeake a truth. If he be flaine,fay fo: 

The Tongue offends not, that reports his death: 

And hedothfinne that doth belye the dead ’ 

Not he,which fayes the dead isnotaltue: 

Ycc the firftbtinger of vnwelcome Newes 
Hath but a loOfiog Office: and hisTonglie, 

Sounds eucr after as a fulleuBell 
Remembredj knolling a departing Friend, ' 

L.'Bar. I cannot tHinke(my Lord)yoHrfdn isdead, 
Mor. I am forty, I fhould force you to beleeue 
That, which 1 would to hcauen,! had hot feeue. 

But thefemine eyes,fawhimin bloody ftate, 

Rcnd’ring faint quittance (wearied,and out-breatH’d) 

T o Henrie Monmon ,wbofe fwitc wrath beate downc 
The neuer-dauined /’erc/e to the earth. 

From whcnce(with life)he neuer more fprung vp. ■ 

Iiifew; his death (whofe fpiritlenc a fire, 

Eucn to the dullcftPeasant in hi$ Canipc) 

Being bruited once, cookefireand heate aftray 
From thebeft temper’d Conragein his Troopest 
For from his Mettle, was his Partyftefel’d; ‘ " 

Which once.inhim abated, all the reft ' ^ ''■■■ ■ 

Turn’d on thcmfelucs, like dull and heauy Lead : 

And as the Thing; that’s heauy in it felfe, 

Vpon enforcementjflyes wirlrg^eateft fpeede^ 1 
So did our Men,heauy in HoijpUrres Ioffe, 

Lend to this weight, fuch lightnefie With theirFeare, 
That Arrowes fled not fwifter toward their ay me. 

Then did our Soldiers ("ayming at their fafety) ' 

Fly froijithe field. Then was that Noble Worcefler 
Too foon« ta’ne prifouer : and thatfuriolts Scot, 

(The bloody Dowglas ) whofe well-labouring fword 
Had three times flaine th’appearaiiceoftbe King, 

Gan vailb his ftomacke, and did grace the (hame 
Ofthofe that tutli’d their backe3-: and in his flighr, 1 
Stumbling in Featc,wat tooke. Thefumme of all. 

Is, that the King hath wonne: and hath fent out 
A fpeedy power, to encounter you my Lord, 

Vnder the Conduct of yong Lancafter 
And Weftmcriand. This is the Newes at full, 

North. For this,! fhall haue time enough to mourn c, 
In Poy fon,there is Phyficke : and this newes 
(Hauing becnc wcll)that would haue made me ficke. 
Being ficke,haue in fome meafure,made me well. 

And asthe Wretch,whofe Feauer-weakned ioynts. 

Like ftrcngthlefle Hindges,buckle vndec life, 

Impatient of his Fit, breake* like a fire 

Out of his keepers arm es : Euen fo, my Limbes 

(Weak’tied with greefc) being now inrag’d with greefir, 

1 Are thrice themfelues. Hence therefore thou nice crutch, 
A fcalie Gauntlet now,with ioynts ofSteele 
Muftgloue this hand. And hence thou fickly Quoife, i 
Thou ate a guard too wanton for the head, 
Which r Princes,flefli’d with Conqueft.ayme to bit. 

Now bindc my Btowes with Iron,and approach 
Theragged’fthoure,that Time and Spighc dare bring 
To frown e vpon th’enrag’d Northumbetland. 

Let Hcauen kiffe Earth : now let not Natures hand 
Kecpc the w ilde Flood confin’d: Let Order dye, 

And let the world nolongerbeaftage 
Tofeede Contention in aling’ring Act: 

But let one fpirit of the Firft-borne Caine 
_____ g _Reignej 
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